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The Hiftori* of 
Hot, That Roane fli all be my throne. Well, I will backe him 

ftraight. O Efperancc, bid Butler lead him forth into the parkc, 

Lit, ButheareyoumyLord. 

Hot. What faiefl thou my Lady? 

La. What is it carries you away? 

Hot. Why, my horfc(my loue)my hor/e. 

La. Out you madhedded ape, a weazcll hath not fiich a deal; 
-offp!ecne,asyouare tort with. In faith lie knowe your bulinei 
Harry, that I will; I feare, my brother Mortimer doth flir about 
iiis title , and hath fent for you to line his enterprife,but if you e 0i 
Hot. So farafoOte,I thall bewearie.loue. 

La. Come, come you Paraquito.anfwer me direfUy.vntothij 
queftion that Ifhall askciin faith He breake thy little finger, Hit- 
ry,and if thou wilt not tell me all things true. 

Hot. A way, away you tnfler,loue" Llouc thee no,t 3 
3 care not for thee Kate, this is no world 
To play withmamrnets.and to tilt with lips. 

We muft hauc bloudic nofes,and crackt crown ts, 

And parte them currant too.-gods me.rr.y horfe: 

What faift thou Kate? what wouldft thcuhauewithme? 

La. Do you not loucroe?do you notindeede? 

Well, do not then ? for finceyou louc me nor, 

J willnotlouemyfelfe. Do you nor lone met 1 
Nay, f ell me,ifyoufpt-akeinjealt,orno. ? • ! 'I: 

Hot. Come, wilt; htmftb me ride? s '*if')® ; 

And when 1 am a hdrfeb u ke,i will fwcare, 

Iloue thee infinitely.But harkeyouKate, 

I murt not haue you henceforth, queftion me. 

Whither / go: nor rcafon, where abbot: 

Whither 1 muft, /rnu (baud to conclude, 

This euening muft 1 featie you gentle Kate: 

/know you wife, but yet no farther wife, 

Then Ha rry Percies wife.’conftant you are. 

But yet a woman, and for fecrccy, 

No Lady clofer, for / well belecue, 

Thou wilt not vitcr, what thoudort net know. 

And fo far will /truft thee , gentle Kate. 

La. How, fo far? 




Henry the fourth. 

Hot. Not an inch farther: but liearke you Kate, 

Whither 1 go, thither fhall you goe too: 

To day will Met forth, to morrow you: 

Will this content vou Kate! 

Lady It muft of force. Exeunt. 

Enter Vrince and Voinet. 

Vrince Ned. prethee corne out of that fat roome,and lend me 
thy hand to laugh alittlc. 

Voinet Where haft bin Ha/? 

Vrince With rhrec or foure logger-heads, amongeft three or 
fourcfcorc hogf- heads. Ihaue founded the very bafe firing of 
humihtie. Sirra, I am fworne broilier to a leafh ofdrawers, and 
can call them all by their chriftcn names , as Tom, Dickc, and 
Francis:they take it already vpon their faluation, that though I 
be btit prince offVaia, yet I am the king ofeurtefie, and tell me 
flatte'y I am no prowde Iacke , like FaIJiajfe, but a Corinthian, a 
lad of mettall , a good boy (by the Lord fo they call mee) and 
when 1 am King of England, I fhall commaund all the good lads 
in Eaftcheape. T hey call drinking deepe, dying fcarler,and when 
you breathe in your watering, they cry hem , and bid you play it 
off. T o conclude', I am fo good a proficient in one quarter of 
anhoure, that/ can drincke with any Tinkar in his ovvne lan- 
guage, during my life. I tell thee Ned , thou haftloft much ho- 
nour that thou wert not with me in this a&ion *, but fwcct Ned: 
to fweeten which name of Ned, I giuc thee this peniworth of fu- 
gar, dapteuen now into my hand, by an vndcr skinker.one that 
newer fpake other Englifh in his life, than eight (hillings and fixe 
pence, and you are welcome, with this fhril addit;on,anon,anon 
liri sLore a pinte of baftard in the Lulfe moonc,or fo* But Ned to 
driuc away the time till Fedslaffe come : /prethee, doe thou (land 
m fome by-roome, while / queftion my puny drawer, to what 
end he gauc me the fugar.and doe thou neucr Icaue calling Fran* 
ces that his tale to me may be nothing but, anone : fteppeafide 
and lie (new thee a prcfait. rr 

Votnes Frances* 

Vrince T hou art perfed. 

Vrini' Frances. ButBrmdr. , Kdft 
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